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NA 


"Come on, Mendel! You lost fair and square!" Josh shouted with obvious glee. He sat in a chair in the middle of 
the practice room at 606, clapping his thighs in excitement. 


From behind a closed door, he heard Nate grumble. "This is fucking stupid, Homme! | feel stupid!" 
"Then you shouldn't have made the bet!" 


Nate was quiet for several minutes. Josh sighed and checked his watch. He lit a cigarette and took a long drink 
of his Jack and Coke which sat on the floor beside his chair. 


"Mendel, if you're not out here in ten seconds, I'm busting down the door!" 
"Fuck you!" 
Josh laughed softly. "Come on!" Quieter, he added, "I bet you look fucking hot." 


The lights went out and a single spotlight flickered to life, lighting up the disco ball in the middle of the ceiling, 


directly over Josh. 
He chuckled and let out a loud, "Yes!" 


Timed perfectly with the opening chords of Audioslave's Show Me How To Live, the door was flung open and 
Nate stepped into the doorway. He raised his hands to either side of the door frame a few inches above his 


head. He wore a determined scowl on his face. What he wore on his body, however .. 


A crisp white button down shirt clung to his chest. The sleeves were rolled up on his forearms. There was a 
red silk tie around his neck. A tiny black leather skirt was stretched taut across his thighs where a pair of 
black fishnet thigh-highs sat. On his feet, he wore a pair of black patent knee high boots. 


For the first few bars of the song, he merely stood, swaying his hips and glaring at Josh. 


"Damn, Mendel." Josh mumbled as he sat up straighter in his chair. He drained his glass and leaned over 


slightly to put it back on the floor. 


When the song kicked into the riff, Nate took a couple confident strides toward Josh. He turned around and 
gave Josh his ass, sticking it out a little. With his feet planted far apart, he rolled his hips and turned to look 
at Josh over his shoulder. 


Josh's eyes widened as he watched Nate sway and bounce. "Fuck, Mendel. Who knew?" 


Nate smirked as he gripped the sides of the skirt and hiked it up a little higher. He spun back around and now 
reached for the tie, grabbing it in both hands and abruptly pulling it loose. He stepped up to Josh and he pulled 
the tie off. With his smirk still in place, he wrapped the tie around Josh's neck. Josh's hands left his knees and 
reached for Nate's hips but the other man shook his head, wagging an index finger. 


As Nate took a couple steps back, out of Josh's reach, he murmured, "Uh-uh. No touching." 


He allowed the song's driving beat to seep into his veins and move his body. For a moment, Nate closed his 
eyes. His hands slid slowly across his stomach and up to the middle of his chest where he gripped the shirt in 
two tight fists. Just as he opened his eyes to meet Josh's stare, Nate ripped the shirt open to reveal his bare 
chest. 


Josh gasped and was forced back in the chair. "Holy shit!" 


Nate tossed the shirt at him. Josh caught it in his lap and then raised it to his face and inhaled Nate's scent. 
Nate shook his head as he slowly approached the other man again. This time, he moved closed enough to use 
his knees to force Josh's legs together. Nate slowly lowered himself to Josh's lap. He grinned as he rolled his 
hips to the beat of the song, forcing the skirt high enough to give Josh a peek of the red satin panties he 
wore underneath, stretched tightly across his hardening cock. 


"That better be a fucking g-string." Josh mumbled. 


Nate remained silent as he reached both hands behind his back and unzipped his skirt. Again, as soon as Josh 
reached for him, Nate stood and back up. 


Josh groaned, "You're fucking killing me, Mendel!" He rubbed the heel of his hand against his crotch, shifting 
slightly in the chair. 


Nate twisted on the balls of his feet, turning around. He shimmied and let the skirt fall to the floor and then 
carefully stepped out of it. 


‘Oh, my fucking god!" Josh sighed He reached for the glass and was disappointed. "Fuck, | need another drink!" 
There, before him, stood Nate, still swaying his hips, showing Josh his bare ass in a tiny g-string. 


"Aw, what's the matter, Homme?" Nate mocked him as he slid his thumbs into the thin, delicate strings that 


sat on his hips. 


He teased Josh, lowering one and then the other. Nate turned to face him and lowered both sides, giving him a 
peek of the faint strawberry blonde hair at his groin 


"Jesus fuck, Mendell” Josh groaned. He paid no attention to what Nate was doing. He was too distracted by the 
cock trapped by the tiny triangle of red satin 


‘Oh, you want to see this?" Nate purred as he grabbed himself through the thin fabric. 
All Josh could do was stare and absently nod. 
| bet you do." 


Nate had to push Josh's thighs together again. As soon as he sat down, Josh grabbed his hips before Nate 
could protest. He pulled Nate closer. 


"Come on, Mendel. Take it out!" 


For the firs time, Nate's stoney demeanor cracked and he laughed softly. "Wow, you must not get a lot of 
action if | have this affect on you." 


"Bullshit!" Josh exclaimed. "You're fucking hot and you know it!" 
Boldly, he reached for Nate's crotch and rubbed his hand over the length of his cock. Keeping his gaze locked 


on Nate's, Josh moved the panties aside and freed his prize. Nate moved his hands to the back of Josh's neck 
and slowly began to lean toward him, lick his lips. the song ended and it was like a slap in the face. Nate flinched 


and abruptly pulled back. He stood up and snapped the g-string back in place. 

"No, no, no. Come back herel" Josh groaned 

"Touching was not part of the bet, Homme. That'll cost you" 

"What? What do you want? | don't care! 

With a quiet chuckle, Nate shook his head. He turned and started back toward the room he came out of. Josh 
stood and quickly closed the distance between them. He wrapped one arm around Nate's waist and pulled him to 
a stop. 

"| dont think so. l'm not done, yet" He murmured into Nate's ear as he ruzzled his face into his neck 

Nate squirmed and tried to wriggle his way out of Josh's hold. "I told you this was not part of the bet" 

Josh wrapped his other arm around Nate and held him against his chest. "Don't care. Bets over" 


With a sigh, Nate turned to face the taller man, having to look up at him. "You're ridiculous." 


With a loud eruption of laughter, Josh replied, "I'm ridiculous? I'm not the one standing here in a g-string, 
getting the other one all worked up." 


Now, Nate did wriggle free. "I take it back. You're not ridiculous. You're a dick." He huffed and turned away. 


He tried to hurry toward the room but Josh caught his wrist and yanked him back. "Josh!" Nate yelped as he 


was easily pulled back into Josh's crushing embrace. 


"Nate!" The taller man grinned as he walked Nate back against the wall. Once he had him pinned with his body, 
Josh grabbed at Nate's hands, which were clawing and scrabbling at him. He forced them over Nate's head, 
holding both hands against the wall. Josh rocked his hips, thrusting himself against Nate. 


"Fuck, Homme! Let me go!" 

"Not gonna happen" 

He noted that Nate was no longer squirming and fighting against him. Josh leaned in and caught the other 
man's mouth in a kiss. Nate whined and attempted to turn his head but Josh deepened the kiss, forcing his 
tongue past his lips. Very slowly, Josh let his hands slide down Nate's arms, coming the rest around his throat, 
using his thumbs to stroke along Nate's jaw. he knew he had him when he felt Nate's hands land on his 


shoulders and slip around to the back his neck Josh pulled back slightly to study Nate's face. 


Without another word, Nate took Josh's hand and pulled him into the other room. Josh grinned and let out a 


little, "Yay!" and then slammed the door closed behind them. 
"How could you not know that Dave's a capricorn. Hello! Control freak" 


Nate grinned. "Guess | just don't follow that stuff" 


